lay in the pool towards the one entrance from that yard into
the lodge of the house, a black, filthy, muddy entrance that
looked as though it were drowning in the pool. In the lower
storey lived a poor coffin-maker. Passing by his cheering work-
shop, Ordynov clambered by a half-broken, slippery, spiral
staircase to the upper storey, felt in the darkness a heavy,
clumsy door covered with rags of sacking, found the latch
and opened it. He was not mistaken. Before him stood
the same old man, looking at him intently with extreme
surprise.
"What do you want?" he asked abruptly and almost in a
whisper.
"Is there a room to let?" asked Ordynov, almost forgetting
everything he had meant to say. He saw over the old man's
shoulder the young woman.
The old man began silently closing the door, shutting
Ordynov out,
"We have a lodging to let," the young woman's friendly
voice said suddenly.
The old man let go of the door.
"I want a corner," said Ordynov, hurriedly entering the
room and addressing himself to the beautiful woman.
But he stopped in amazement as though petrified, looking at
his future landlord and landlady; before his eyes a mute and
amazing scene was taking place. The old man was as pale as
death, as though on the point of losing consciousness. He
looked at the woman with a leaden, fixed, searching gaze. She
too grew pale at first; then blood rushed to her face and her
eyes flashed strangely. She led Ordynov into another little
room.
The whole flat consisted of one rather large room, divided
into three by two partitions. From the outer room they went
straight into a narrow dark passage; directly opposite was the
door, evidently leading to a bedroom the other side of the
partition. On the right, the other side of the passage, they
went into the room which was to let; it was narrow and pokey,
squeezed in between the partition and two low windows; it was
blocked up with the objects necessary for daily life; it was
poor and cramped but passably clean. The furniture consisted
of a plain white table, two plain chairs and a locker that ran
both sides of the wall. A big, old-fashioned ikon in a gilt
wreath stood over a shelf in a corner and a lamp was burning
before it. There was a huge, clumsy Russian stove partly in